THE HAND OF ETHELBERTA
' His address is, Upper Street, Sandbourne.' ' Thank you, that will do/ replied her mistress. The hour grew later, and that dreamy period came round when ladies5 fancies, that have lain shut up close as their fans during the day, begin to assert themselves anew. At this time a good guess at Ethelberta's thoughts might have been made from her manner of passing the minutes away. Instead of reading, entering notes in her diary, or doing any ordinary thing, she walked to and fro, curled her pretty nether lip within her pretty upper one a great many times, made a cradle of her locked fingers, and paused with fixed eyes where the walls of the room set limits upon her walk to look at nothing but a picture within her mind.
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